PROLOGUE 


To His ROYAL HIGHNESS, 


Upon His firſt appearance at the DUXE'S THEATRE 
ſince his Return from SCOTLAND. 


Written by Mr. Dryden. Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


Lawn rac overs bh your 
b_ covers halt the year, 
7 ks og Natives (0; 
Bears range abroad, br yin ly meth OY 
But when the tedious Twilight wears away, 
And Stars grow paler at th' approach of Day, 
= longing Crowds to frozen Mountains run, 
The Kely Suage Ol-pring diaper © 
Ott) diſappear ; | 
the Suc ot the Year. 
—— though r Bears in Covert ſeek defence, 
White Foxes ſtay, with Innocence : : 
That crafty Aron dry pn yr — ſe. 
Still we are thr with =2 race, 
That Loyal Subjects ſcarce can 
—_— Truth is caſt behind he _ 
ruth ſpeaks too Low ; Hypocriſie too Loud. 
Dury can ſtay ; but Guil has need pref. 
can ſtay ; to 
Once, when true Zeal the Sons of God did call, 
To make their ſolettin ſhow at Heaven's White-haſ, 
The tawning Devil a d among the reſt, 
And made as good a as the beſt. 
The Friends of Feb, who raild at him before, 
Came in hand when he _ times more. 
Yer, late tance may, ps, be true; 
Kings can forgive if Rebeb can bur fue: 
A Tyrant's Pow'r in rigour is exprelt : 
The ather yearns in the true Prince's Breaſt. 
We grant an Oregrown Whig no grace can mend ; 
ada phnd rs gt a offend. 
The Crowd, to reſtleſs motion ſtill enclin'd, 
Are Clouds, that rack according to the Wind. 
Driv'n by their Chiets they ſtorms of Hail-ſtones pour : 
Then mourn, and ſoften to a fijent ſhowre. 
O welcome to this much offending Land 
The Prince that brings fo wvencks in his hand 
Thus A pt, fo q———_ 
Their nr ea os ts flo: 
Thus Heav'n, that cou'd conſtrain us to obey, 
Sens rea th ghts of Sore Foy | 


ſwa 


Permits to Man the and I 
And makes vs Happy by our own Free-will 
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